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With what ease the most burning curiosity in me is followed by an
almost total indifference! . . .
Read one after the other the first two volumes of Fantomas.4* Who
had told me the second was better than the first? . . .
Make up my mind to ask for a glass of milk at the terrace of the
Kempinski. Should like to know of what it is made. Cannot drink more
than a sip of it
I admire those who are always up to their best, who never disap-
point themselves. As for me, I can never count on myself. Whence my
fear of meetings, of appointments . . .
But at least these differences in pressure allow me to imagine the
condition of creatures whose lack of pressure, momentary in me, is
constant I am never miserable except for the time being. Even at the
lowest point, I always feel that I shall soon be able to go back up. At
such times I hide myself like a sick dog and want to see no one; I wait
until it is over.
Rather fine, even exalting, this remark by Verdi that Barr&s quotes
(III, p. 183):
"We artists reach celebrity only through calumny."
Interesting pages on Hugo. But aside from this, what a bore are
these Cahiers of Barr&s!
What he likes, what interests him, what he admires , . . nothing is
farther from me. And never think save "in terms of. . . "
He fears corrupting his "taste" by going to the cafe-concert.
What obstinate pedants will become the young people who let
themselves be formed by him!
False taste, false dignity, false poetry, and true love of a false
grandeur. . . .
But one cannot fail to be touched by such a constant integrity. In
his attachment to Lorraine there is even a sort of "in this way at least
I am sure of not making a mistake" which is pathetic.
This third volume contains none of those distressing confessions
that handed him over defenseless at one and the same time to both our
criticism and our affection. With a constant application he has made
himself less and less complex.
When he speaks of a book, I always feel behind him the kind friend
handing it to him. When he makes a quotation, I always wonder if
he has read what precedes and follows it. I know too well how he got
45 Fantomas is the general title of a series of some twenty detective nov-
els written by Marcel Allain and Pierre Souvestre. They enjoyed immense
popularity.